n6                   I    GO    WEST
After lunch that day my host insisted on showing
me the landmarks of London which happened to be
in the vicinity. So we walked once round the
Square and several buildings, all looking alike, were
pointed out to me as being this and that club, with a
gentle aside to say they were all very exclusive and
only for the Upper Ten. We turned into Pall Mall
and came to the bottom of the Duke of York's steps
and then, at Admiralty Arch, he stopped and
pointed to the column in Trafalgar Square. I
looked vaguely at it and tried to appear impressed.
It was very tall and a figure stood at the top. My
host asked me who it was, and T laughed and said
of course I knew that much about England.
The disbeliever, he asked nae again : " But who
is it ? "
" Oh ! Napoleon, of course/' and his face fell
and he shook his head and said :
" This is Nelson. Napoleon was a Frenchman.
Why should we put him on a column in
London ? "
My general knowledge was poor, I confess, and
my history had always been abominable, and I
thought it fortunate I had got even as near in my
guess as I did. But what difference did it make ?
What do I care whether it was Nelson or Napoleon
or Drake or Bismarck ? Personally, of the two,
I still would rather have had Napoleon, for his
career was more chequered, more glamorous. He